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Ro. Farewell. 

1 will omit no oportunitie, 

That may conuey my greeting* loue to thee. 

In. O thinkeft thou we fhall euer meetc againe ? 

Ro. 1 doubt it not, and all thefe woes (hall ferue 
For fweet difeourfes in our time to come. 

In. O God I haue an ill diuioing foulc. 

Me thinkes I fee thee now, thou art fo lowe. 

As one dead in thebottome ofaTombe, 

Either my eye-fight failes, or thou looked pale. 

‘Rpm. And truft me loue, in my eye fo doe you: 

Dry forrow drinkes our bloud, Adue, adue, ^ 

In. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle, 

If thou art fickle, what doft thou with him 
That is renowna'd for faith? be fickle Fortune * 

For then I hope thou wilt not keepc him long. 

But fend him backe- 

Enter Uff other. 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp? 

In. Who ift that cals? it is my Lady Mother; 

Is fhc not downe fo late or yp lo early ? 

What vnaccuftom’d caufe procures her hether I 
La. Why, how now Inliet. 

In. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Euermore weeping for your Combs death?- 
What wilt thou wafh him from his graue with teares . 

And if thou could’ft, thou could’ft not make him hue : 
Therefore haue done.fome griefe ftiewes much of loue, 

But much of griefe,{hewes ftill fomewant ofwit, • 

In. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling lone. 

La. So (ball you fcelc the Ioffe, but notthc tnena 
Which you weepe for. 

In. Feeling fo the lolfe, ' 

Icannotchufe but cucr weepe the friend. , 

La. Well Girle, thou weep ft not fo much forhis death, 
As that the Villainc liue* which flaughteied him. 
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In. What Villaine Ma 
La. That fame Villaine j\orzu~. 

I#. Villaine, and he be many mile* 

God pardon him, I doc with all my heart : 

And yet no man like he, doth grieue my heart. 

La. That is bccaufe the Tray tor liucs. 

In. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands ; 
Would none but I might yenge my Cozias death. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, lie fend to one in Mantna % 
Where that fame banifht Runnagate doth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an accuftom’d dram. 

That he (hall foone keepc Tibalt companies 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

In. Indeed I neuer (hall be fatisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him. Dead - 
Is my poore heart, fo for a Kinfman vext s 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
T o bcare a poy fon, I would t emper it : 

That Romeo fhould vpon receit thereof, 

Soone fleepe inejuier. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam’d and cannot come to him. 

To wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtere dhim. 

Afo. Find thou the tneanes, and ilc find fuch a man. 
But now He tell thee ioyfull tiding Girle, 

In. And ioy comes well in filch a needy time. 

What are they, I befecch your La^^jip ? 

Mo. Well, well, thou haft a ca refill father childe. 
One who to put thee from thy beauineffe. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy. 

That thou expefts not, nor 1 lookt not for. 

In. Madam in happie time, what day is thae? 

CW# Marriemy childe, early next Thurfdav morne* 
The gallant, yong, and Noble Gentleman, 

cu ml "I " Pari1 81 Saint Pe,eri Church, 

Snail happly make thee there aioyfull Bride. 
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